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what to do about him. He ought to have a coffin made,
but is that woman's work ? "
" Bring us two spades and some canvas/' Gregor asked.
" Are you thinking of burying him ? " Prokhor inquired.
" Yes/7
* " A fine'idea, taking that on yourself, Gregor Pantalievich!
Let me go and fetch some cossacks at once. They'll make a
coffin and dig him a proper grave. . . ."
It was obvious that Prokhor had no desire to be bothered
with the burial of some unknown old man, but Gregor
resolutely rejected his suggestion.
" We'll dig the grave and bury him ourselves. Old Sasha
was a good sort. Go into the orchard and wait for me by
the lake, while I go and have a look at him/'
Under the same poplar with its roots spreading over the
ground, by the duckweeded pond where Sasha had once
buried Gregor's and Aksinia's little daughter, the old man
found his own last resting place. They wrapped his withered
body in a clean sheet used for covering leaven and smelling
of hops, laid it in the grave, and filled in the earth. Beside
the infant's mound rose yet another, neatly trodden down
by cossack boots, gleaming cheerfully with fresh, damp clay.
Numbed with memories, Gregor lay down on the grass
not far from this tiny, dearly cherished cemetery, and gazed
long at the majestic expanse of blue sky above him. Some-
where in the heights of that infinite space winds were
wandering, chilly clouds gleaming with sunlight were
floating along ; but on the earth which had just taken the
merry ostler and drunkard Sashka to itself life was still
"seething as furiously as ever. On the steppe stealing in a
flood of green to the very edge of the orchard, and in the
tangle of wild flax around the borders of the ancient threshing
floor, he could hear the incessant quiet rattle of struggling
quails; marmots were whistling, bumble-bees were
humming, the grass was rustling beneath the wind's caresses,
the skylarks were singing in the spurting light of the sunset
and, to confirm the grandeur of man's place in nature,
somewhere a long way off in the valley a machine-gun
stuttered insistently, angrily and hollowly.